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I with, great truth catch mere (impiicicy, 

Whilft tome with cunning guild their copper crown* 
With truth and plainefle I do were Wiflefearer ’ ' 
Feare not my truth, the morrall of my wit 
Is plaine andtxue Others all the reach ofm 
Welcomcfir D/ojwed.hcreis the Lady, Hi : ... r r 
Whichfor ^ntenorwcdcllueTfou, r ‘ : . ,* ~ 

At the port(Lord)Ue giue her tothy hand. 

And by the way poflefle thee what (he is ' 

tntreace her faire.and by my Conk faireGrceke, 

^ ere thou Hand at hiercy of wyfwordr : b t, t 

NemeCr^andthyJife/h-aJbcasfeft; - • 

- As Vriam is m Il/ionf 

^ iom ' Faire Ladie CreJJid. 

Sop leafeyou fauethc thankesthis PrinceexpeiV 
Theluftrem your eye, hcauen in yo Ut check? 

Pleades your faire vfage, and fo Tdionted. A. i 
You fhalbe miftrcs,and command him wholy 
W Grecian thou do’ltnot vfeme curteodlv 

ofl.ame the fealc ofrriy petition to thee* ^ 

In praifing her. I tell thee Lord efGreece, 

Sheisasfarrehighfoaringoretbypraifes* ' 

As thop^n worthy to be call'd her feruant, 

I charge thec yfe her well.cucn for my charge: 

For by the dreadfuliP/^ifthou do7 not , S 

T 0h ^ n ? tm0U ’ d Pfin « 

Let me be priucledg d by my place and meffage .* 

To be a fpeaker free ? when I am hence, 

I e anfwer to my luft,and know you Lord 

lie nothing do on charge.to her °wne worth, tV . } 

ShccAalbe pnzd : but that you fay be’tfo .« • -iv <t 

1 ipeakc it in my fpiric and honour no * 

Troy. Come tothe port lie tel thee D«W, 

This brauc (hall eft make thee to hide thy he»d 

Lady giue me your habd; a nd.asW6 wa!ke * 

To our Qwnc felms fee nd-We ournecdfull talkc 
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of troy bis and Creffeida. 

Paris. Harke HeSlorstmtapcti 
SLHovv haue we fpent this mormng? 

ThePtince muft thinke me tardy and remifle, 
r r,rc to ride before him to the held, 

T i“ ruTml*. ttte,comc,«om 'fo 6eU»i* k'«- &”»• 

cJlienelaus,riips,Nefer,Cakas.&c. 

Ant Here art thou in appointment trefh and taire. 

Thou., trumpet , ther’s my purfe, w 
Nowcracke thy lungs.and f P Ht thy brafen pipe.* 

Blow villaine,ull thy fphered Bias cheeke. 

Thou bioweft for Heitor. 

Fltjf No trumpet anfwers. 

S': h n b « ,o“d dSs 
rM. Tis he, 1 ken the manner of his gate, 

He tifes on the too : that fpiric of his 
In afpiration lifts him fromthe earth. 

Ago. Is this the Lady C re f tdi 

Ned Our oencrall doth falute you withakilie. 

Sebcgln^fo^lot 

Ach'd. \k takethat winter from your lips taire Lady, 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument forking once. 

Tatro. But thats no argument foi killing no Wt 
For thus pope Pa-win his hardiment, 

Andpartedthus, yoviand your aigument. 




